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beyond the last of which a rolling plain ended in a deep,
surf-like drop to the valley in which lies the watering of
Ziqirt, nestling in a horseshoe hollow against the side of a
high dune.
Early in the proceedings Al Aqfa had started a hare, and
the march was practically brought to a standstill while
almost every man in the party took a hand in an ultimately
bloodless chase—the hare running the gauntlet of a long
line of hunters in admirable fashion. After this disappoint-
ment the baggage party seemed to lose all heart and, in dis-
gust at their lagging, I called a halt and went off with my
butterfly net in search of insects in a wide valley with,
plentiful Zafir and other plants. If the animals are tired, I
said, we can halt here as long as you like. It matters little
to me.
This had the desired effect and the vanguard went on lead-
ing my mount, while I dawdled in the valley until the bag-
gage came up, whereupon I continued the march walking.
The conditions were pleasant enough for such mild exertion,
and Sa'dan, whose camel had shown signs of lameness, joined
me in my walk. Look you, he said, our companions were
talking just now. They say there is no Abal about Ziqirt
or other firewood. So they would camp short of the well to
save themselves trouble. That is why they were marching
slowly. There is Farraj, I said, with my camel. He would
have me mount, but I would walk unless they are ready to
inarch properly. So do you mount my beast in my stead
when we come up with him. Farraj had indeed halted to
await us and, as we came up, he called out: See, I have
brought your camel, so mount now; the others are far ahead.
Sa'dan will mount my beast, I replied, his is lame and he is
tired, while I prefer to search for creeping things. See, the
baggage is behind us, so it is no matter. He would not
believe that I preferred walking if the conditions of our
marching permitted, andhe began to tackle me on the subject
of my chronic dissatisfaction with our miserable rate of
marching; but his cavilling was turned upon himself when
from the ridge we looked down into a depression in which the
advance party had lighted a fire to make coffee. I left them

